
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Hilda Conkling 



LEAVES 



In my apple-orchard, 

In the oldest tree, 

Fall has hidden gold leaves. 

I looked into the hollow 

And saw no apples, 

Only leaves with frost on them 

Like marble tilings, 

Like jeweled tables 

Yet there was ho gold no marble . . . 

Only leaves covered with frost 

That sparkled the way my thought told me. 

RIVER 

Something wanders among the mountains, 

Something ripples along forget-me-not fields, 

Something cries when birds go south, 

Something curves its golden sand-bar 

Like the handle of a purple sword. 

If I speak strangely 

Do not wonder: 

Something is looking for a castle 

Made of seaweed, shells and coral, 

Where the sea curls 

Under the sunrise. 

THE CELLAR 

I love my queer cellar with its dusty smell, 

Its misty smell like smoke-fringes 

From clouds blowing past; 

With its shelves of jam and goodies, 

With its boxes barrels 

Woodpiles here and there. 

There is a passageway 

To an unknown room 

Where bins hold carrots and things. 

There are glass doors that bang, 

And cobweb windows. 

I love the quietness of my cellar 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



Thinking in the dark. 

My cellar has apples in its breath, 

Potatoes even, 

That smell of earth. 

JAPANESE PICTURE 

Trees on a marble island, 

Birds with little brown backs .... 

Is this Paradise f 

Mountain of imy heart 

With pink and purple coloring, 

Little houses on the river-bank — 

Houses made of maple-sugar, 

Distant tree, 

Boats with blue sails; 

Japanese people in silk 

Hidden in the brown-sugar houses; 

Yellow sky, pearl-colored ground, 

River-ripples like the ripples in silk 

Or a windy corn-field ; 

Hills of pink opal 

And dewy seas 

Did you answer my question 
About Paradise? 



TO A MOTHER 

To a mother with hazel eyes and brownish hair, 
And fingers quick as stars 

That twinkle in night-cold air 

Hair wound like a web of lacy sea-weed 

Blue robes floating like the spring wind 

The wind in a shadowy forest. 
When, the sun shines on the dew 
My mother has a heart that loves me 
And sings like a music. 

Hilda Conkling (nine years old) 
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